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The Loop 


"Listen, you don't talk much. Reason this hour's in the 
contract with genuine Golddust Charley--that's me--you can ask 
anything. Now with the loop--the New York ad boys say run that 
thing continuously on the TV. How that helps business I don't 
Know, but they swear it. It's a_ silly thing, from movie all 
the college kids are showing for some reason. Me greeting 
territory governor, him with the white goatee and the nice 
Creamy suit, you know, and then me, all dignity, falling off the 
mule...scruffing around, banging pots and pans tied to 
me...cloud of dust and the governor choking, his suit getting 
all filthy! Governor played by Buster Neville, crabby 
grandfather now on Leave My Daughters Alone. Well, I reckon 
it's funny to some folks. 

Now we don't fool ourselves it's gonna be no mob down 


there--why you fork over quarter of McDonald's franchise hit." 
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Mama when I loked out that dore lst time loked like hell 
and murcury. When I cd focuss I see as how US navy must of 
puled in here with decks loded with batelship gray 
pant..... forrin ade...... gave it to the naytives..... Well the 
fans come with hole stupid pkg are moving the heet. Sort of. 
And as I say every bilding in this sekshun of the HOT!!! towns 
panted batlelship gray. Lovly site. But..... theres plenty mony 
hear and we all redy rased pryces and we aint even open. 

GOLDUST CHARLY peple 

mak it ezy. Just punch in new pryces on this hear calclater 
thing it spits out this hear tape you slap on the menyus....... 
they think of evrything. Exsept how to get are freesers out of 
custums. They came late with stakes. They pluged in down there 
they got that much branes but they woodnt releese athing till 
bet a milyun CLIFF went down there greesed some palms. 

Mony talks even if he dont. Woodnt reknize him mama....... 


hes hapy. And Im not so bad you now me if theres a laf in it. 


Few lafs all along with bet a milyun..... verry few. Anyways got 
those freesers out by a methud yu dissgree with but..... when in 
rome....... do aS amercans. 


"T'll tell you from your viewpoint you'll probably have 
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two, three good years with GOLDDUST CHARLIE'S and then we turn 
into PRETTY PAULA'S PANCAKE PLATZ which we started one already 
in Crested Butte, Colorado. But you don't do nothing about 
that. We'll send whole thing in a package and you just nail 
over the western stuff with the new Baravian or Bavarian or 
something panels, and we send you menu cassette and basic mix, 
frozen. 

As our first foreign operator we'll make it right no matter 


what, if you know what I mean." 


They call it spansh but its nothing like we talked when 
papa was alyve. Did I say the grate day!!!!! Never mine. You 
read this long aftur the wunderfull events. Of course the 
wunderfull GOLDUST CHARLY of the movies nobody even watch on TV 
will ride in on his ass..... NOs eared not CLIFF. Hay mama a few 
yrs hear to knock out the amercan dreem and then back to sum 
stupid subbirb to have sum BUDGY WILKERSON pick a grane of powdr 
off yur nose like preforming a sacrimint. And then yu talk 
about baby crap 1/2 the time. Hay Mama Im 1/2 a prepy myself!!! 

Plese plese plese rember send me catallog of MUNCY SISTERS 
OF MANE. Its cool here just befor yu sleep and I woodnt mind 


look over the harber in nice sweter. My Goldust Charly danchall 
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plastic waytress outfit I wear hot as hell all day. 
Vinil hoor Im spose to be..... Know you dont like that talk 
but Im a teese!!! 


PS Hows my spelen. 


"And that's another thing! What's all this here talk of 
the kids about plastic. This is 'plastic' and that is 
‘plastic'? 

I defy anybody just looking to tell that that's not barn siding 
we bang in all over the restaurant. And plastic tops of the 
tables! You couldn't get nothing to penetrate that crip-crap. 
Nothing! But can you imagine we did work on plastic tumbleweed 
early on? Finally I say you can't have a restaurant with things 
rolling through there. 

So what the heck I'll go with the kids on that one. That 
was damn silly. Well you make plenty mistakes trying to float 
one of these franchise deals. But thank the good Lord we got 
bugs out before first foreign operation. Now I'll tell you it 
don't look like much down there, just tin and heat, but looks 
can deceive. It's a damn busy port and up in the mountains they 
gotta little boom going--little silver. 

‘Course all the accountants and pencil pushers run up there 


for life of romance don't you know? They'll be back when it 
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wears off, with their dicks dripping, and then buy plenty steaks 
from you. Don't say much do you, uh, Cliff? How could you when 
I'm the one always talking? Well never mind, ‘cause you'll talk 


with all those profits!" 


"Orders!" Cliff's red blotches seem to run as he vibrates 
behind the grill. 

"IT already told you! The lovelies want sundaes, ‘Crested 
Beauts.' Dude wants a 'Shy-Anne Steak.' We don't give oil 
changes so I can't help him there. Good thing he's drinking 
moonshine cause it's the best smell around him. They voted no 
on the free 'Cactus Juice'--our own Six and Seven-Eighths Up!" 

"Never mind all that!" Cliff throws the frozen steak on the 
grill. As it bounces twice he spins his flashing spatula. 
"Could kill a man." 

"Never mind all that neither!" Nina shoots back, hitching 
up her golden vinyl dress while again inspecting the customers. 
Two blatantly rouged Indian women wrapped in army blankets flank 
a fat, but quick-eyed man now throwing an arm round the 
shoulders of one, who appears stoic behind her trashy makeup, 
but then softly cries. 

"The one of them's crying!" whispers Cliff. 


"Cook!" 


"And, looks like gun on table!" The shiny blotches on his 
face migrate 

"So I saw. But don't worry, brave Cliff, it's solid rust. 
Both barrels rusted shut. Couldn't fire." 

"I don't know about guns." 

"Or anything else, Bet-a-Million." To this he stuck his 
tongue out. “If you looked you'd see couple of bags--not the 
ladies--with some rocks. Smelly has come down from the mountain 
with his nuggets and whatchcallit, his paramourees. He's gonna 
keep alls he got. Gun's no good but sort of warning. One's for 
AM, one's for PM--ladies." 

"Well you never mind about all that neither. Don't like 
guns in here." 

"You said that, Cliff Baby!" 

"Well I don't!" 

"He don't say much but what he says he says twice." 

"You're just nervous is all, Nina. They're probably tied 
in with Golddust Charlie's appearance in some way. Show 
business. Show-0-business!" Cliff shouts, bending over the 
grill like a question mark. 

"That mean they don't pay? Great! The take for opening 
day'll probably be close to squat. I mean after we have to drag 


has-been Charlie to the hotel bar tonight. Never-was I mean!" 
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She wheels around from him to punch up the sundaes on the 


machine, which prints PRECISION MEASURING IS THE KEY TO 


PROFITS! !!!!! "Do tell?" she questions brightly, holding the 
ice cream scoop high. "What you know about guns? More than 
Cliff -Baby!" 


As she waits for the next line to scroll down, a small man 
materializes at the customers' table. His white clothing flaps 
as he hisses “Essa es la hembra de El Grande!" 

“De Quien?" puffs the fat man while squeezing the shoulders 
of the tearful Indian woman in drawing her in more tightly. 

The small man's rushing away elongates his answer: "Jaime!" 
Now the fat man stares full at the statue-like Nina, the 
twitching and blinking Cliff wrapped in the grill's smoke. 

The fat man shrugs at them; his eyes, though, dash everywhere. 

"What's that all about?" Cliff asks, reversing the spatula 
to nudge up a corner of the steak for a peek at the underside. 

"IT don't believe this." The ice cream scoop she had 
hoisted falls; the message on the computer screen blinks with 
great rapidity. 

"What? Spit it out Nina!" She lifts the scoop again, her 
golden dress riding solidly up. "Tell me dammit!" Cliff 
threatens with the spatula. 


"B-best translation...that's Big Jim's girl!" 
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"It's a show, Nina. Wake up!" 

She shakes the teflon scoop at him. “I'lUl try!" 

"ALL this show and nobody watching but us." 

"Flip the stupid steak! It smells burnt!" 

"Don't tell the cook about cooking and he--" But they must 
look to silver glimmers lacing the front windows, through the 
gold medallions featuring Golddust Charlie's face surrounded by 
red and purple bursts. Jagged streaks are jumping from the 
string of plates and pans and cups rattling extraordinarily from 
the genuine Golddust Charlie's belt. Under all of this bright 
motion the purple cloud of a mule, its shadow overlapping all 
the other furious shadows behind the golden windows. 

"Don't you understand English?" Charlie screams at the 
mule, both blurring even more, his digging spurs like snakes of 
chrome. "Nina!" comes Cliff's strident whisper, "start the 
VCR, the loop!" When it appears that Charlie and the reluctant 
mule are almost breaking through one of the windows, the fat man 
shoots it away with both barrels, the glass flowing outward in 
shards, past Charlie and the collapsing mule. Now, Charlie is 
Sliding off almost casually, to stagger belly-thrust into the 
smoky room in such a way that the seal on his yellow t-shirt 
seems to reconstitute the one the fat man had blasted away. 


Charlie draws his shiny cap pistols but they ultimately flip out 
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of his hands, his eyes drop shut, a bar of blood swells across 
the top of his t-shirt. 

The fat man and the women are gleefully shrieking, stomping 
their feet to make him fall. By then Nina and Cliff huddle 
behind the grill, shaking. "Didn't...no guns?" he keens. 

Flecks of rust settle into her hair from the huge cloud of 
smoke. "Oh Cliff!"--and her head shakes in a slower rhythm 
than her words--"this time you really..." 

They hear Charlie fall in a thumping, rattling rush. 

The stomping ceases, and into the ensuing silence Nina raises up 
to peek. The fat man mockingly raises himself in his chair and 
holds his hand up as if to wave, but instead wiggles sausage- 
thick fingers to set both his women giggling once more. 

Then, he reloads. 

Instantly the stomping begins anew, but quite deliberately 
slow, the fat man thrusting the still-glowing firearm high into 
the nestling cloud of smoke, and then lowering it by tiny 
degrees to the level of the couple behind the grill. 

When the stomping achieves a moderate beat and the bolts 
Snap back in the ancient gun, Cliff and Nina hold a race through 
the store room and--save for a shrieking and windmilling instant 
when they are stuck together in the back doorway--beeline to the 


filthy alley. 


They have not seen the fat man spit, the Indian women roll 
inside their blankets to simulate running, the steak, seized in 


gristle, turning on the grill. 
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